important. It would do him good to be taken down a
little and made to feel his place. He is sore at not being
called upon to speak here. I mean to send him north to
speak to the fellows there. He will be good enough for
them, and won't be much of a success, but, all the same,
he will think that the northern rising will depend solely
on him. Meantime we shall control his people here."
. For a day, this satisfied her; then she found herself
wondering again. She took her walk with Macedonia
past Theophanes' Roost, in Philemon Street. It was open
for business. Men were going in and out for their morn-
ing drinks and gossip; it had a flash look as such a house
usually has. The men going in and out had the look of
low political agents, "rather too like the lilies of the
field", she said.

A little later in the morning, a thought occurred to
her. She was lunching in Macedonia's dressing-room;
she poised the little anchovy sandwich she had just made,
while the thought flashed into her mind that possibly
Theophanes had been put out of the way while his gangs
and premises were used? What if some suspicion of
Theophanes had crossed Nicanor's mind? Might he not
have sent him out of The City, while he used the gangs
to rob the Palace arsenal? Might he not have stored the
stolen weapons in the cellars of the Roost? Might it not
suit the Green party to have evidence on which to hang
Theophanes if need arose? The thought came with such
suddenness and brightness into her mind that it seemed
like truth. Macedonia asked her why she was suddenly
so thoughtful. She said that she had been suddenly won-
dering about the cellars in The City.

'Well you might wonder," Macedonia said. 4<You get
my father to take you to die Warehouse Cellars some
day; he could always pass you in. You wouldn't believe

231